THE  CIRCLE

angry guns of the European War.   An aircraft flew over from
Dakar and every gun on every ship in the big concentration
opened up.    As a result of recent casualties among native
civilians from shrapnel the gunners were forbidden to fire over
the city, and as the pilot continued to orbit in that area and
the gunners continued to fire everywhere else, it was a very
ineffective battle.   It was now well into January, and we began
to think of arriving ;  but a lonely vessel must take a long and
weary course in those waters and those days.   Right out into
mid-Atlantic we went, twisting and turning every inch of the
way like a hunted hare.   It was a grand homecoming all the
same.    The albatrosses ceased to follow us, the flying fish no
more caught the eye of the volunteer watch, skimming over the
paravanes.    Climate gave place to weather, and the infinite
variety of shape and colour of broken clouds and the sea
beneath, them took over from the uninterrupted blues to which
we had been so long accustomed.   In the first days of February
it began to be really cold, and the nocturnal submarine watch
(I was beginning to recover)  was unpleasant even for the
passengers, who did a very short shift;   how much more so
for the regular crew.    Finally when it seemed that we must
soon strike Iceland, and the Aurora Borealis was on view nightly,
we turned and began to tack southwards, and on February n,
which was my birthday, we were among the islands of the
North-Western Approaches.    In the distance we saw a great
convoy ;   an aircraft came out of a cloud, winked at us and
sped away ; a passing destroyer signalled " Welcome Home " ;
and that night we were at anchor off Gourock.   It was seventy-
seven days since we had left Shanghai, and I hope that Captain
Nelson, who had the responsibility of so many lives and a
priceless cargo, who knew all the dangers we passed without
ourselves imagining them in those eleven weeks of unprotected
wandering, and who remained steadfast and courteous through-
out, will one day know how often at least one of his passengers
has thought of him since.

Next day we steamed up the Clyde. For hours we glided
upstream in a steady downpour of rain, and every yard of the
banks was taken up with shipbuilding yards, each seething
with activity. Stem to stern the new ships stood, some mere
skeletons among the bean-stalk scaffolding, some all but ready
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